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Summary: Far to the East on the mysterious continent of Essos. Live 
the Drakon people. Hard workers. Fierce warriors and Passionate 
Partners. The Drakon are renowned for their history with Dragon 
hatching and riding Dragons into battle many years ago. Yet in the 
past years have not been seen even by their worst enemies the 
Dothraki . Discover what part they will play in the winter to 
come . . . 


1 . Chapter 1 
**Chapter 1 ** 

**Flame Bound** 

Cold, Bitter and Merciless yet so clean and fresh. The snow glowed 
brightly upon the mountainside in the moons white glare. The cold 
mountain air cut through the night worse than even the sharpest of 
steel. King Shanok stood alone, listening to the quiet moans and 
crying of the cold wind. His bare chest lifting gently with steady 
breath, gazing out at the icy abyss. He thought of the many battles, 
the many triumphs and the many defeats fought at this very spot where 
he stood. A soft crunching of snow behind him made him turn. 

"My King" The figure bowed their head quickly and, removing their 
mask, revealed the tattooed young face of Shanok ' s younger brother 
Eskaar. Shanok smiled briefly and spoke "Eskaar it is good you have 
come, what news?" "My King, as far as we can tell, the Dothraki have 
retreated back to Vaes Dothrak" Shanok knew his younger brother well 
and when Eskaar was troubled he would rub his finger and thumb 
together. "But?" he said calmly. Eskaar looked his brother in the eye 
"Brother, three of our eggs have vanished. No doubt stolen by those 
fucking savages. While we live like Drakon, they steal like snakes!" 
Shanok walked a few paces forward and once again gazed out among the 
frozen wastes, "do we know where they are now?" He said scratching 
his beard "No brother. We saw them on the backs of horses riding 



south. Then they disappeared". 


Putting his mask back on Eskaar pounded his chest in anger, letting 
out a sharp yell of frustration. "What possible reason do those horse 
fuckers want our Dragons! They only steal, only ever steal!" "Peace, 
brother, peace" said Shanok crunching back over the snow towards him 
and putting a hand on his shoulder. "I decreed, that we would not 
fight the Dothraki unless we had to, I standby my choice. There is no 
benefit of our warriors dying for the Dothraki way of stealing" 

Eskaar brushed Shanok ' s hand away and walked over to the cliffs edge 
"There brother" He said pointing to the sunset "That would be what 
our warriors die for. To follow the Lord of light into the next 
world" Eskaar walked past Shanok as white flakes of snow began to 
fall gently from the scarlet sky. 

"No Eskaar" Said Shanok still facing the sunset "Our warriors will 
not die at all, not while I am King" Eskaar still walking toward the 
mouth of their cave, turned and glared at the King through his mask 
"You have made yourself quite clear" He said angrily "King Shanok, 
the first King since Azonath to refuse a fight with the Dothraki!" 
Shanok turned and walked toward Eskaar as he went on "Our Clan was 
birthed because we were the most fierce of the Drakon people. We 
never tolerated weakness, but no as soon as war raises its ugly head 
you.." Shanok slapped Eskaar, it was a hard blow across the mask 
which sent it falling to the ground with a thud on the thick blanket 
of snow beneath. Shanok stared into his brothers eyes, Eskaar looked 
away in shame "This is why you will never become King my brother. You 
can not see the world past the end of your knife blade" Shanok pushed 
Eskaar, forcing him back and picked up his mask thrusting it hard 
into Eskaar' s chest "Why do you think that I have been teaching my 
son in the language of the west. Why do you think I chose a wife from 
Asshai? Because I wish to change our fucking ways and not become that 
which we fear the most!" A sudden gust of gentle warm air came 
gusting out of the cave bellowing heat haze into the cold wind. 

Shanok turned to look at it, then back to his brother. He sighed and 
leaned in touching Eskaar' s forehead to his own "I love you brother" 
He said walking toward the cave entrance, once again crunching over 
the newly settled snow, then he turned and said smiling "But you are 
a fucking idiot, do not forget the reason I am here today". Shanok 
turned and vanished into the cave which then filled with a bright 
fiery glow. Eskaar stared after him. Then looked at the Sun, whose 
last remnants of golden light were snuffed out by the 
horizon . 

Inside the dimly lit cave entrance, Shanok lifted his torch high and 
held it above a small nook in the cave wall. The oil inside 
immediately sparked into ignition and followed a short stoney path to 
eventually illuminate the whole room to reveal, a mighty Dragon. The 
creature flexed its powerful, muscular wings upon seeing Shanok. Its 
sharp pointed fangs glistened with saliva and it lunged forward. 
Shanok laughed "Peace Xana, peace" He placed a hand on Xana ' s nose, 
her hot breath warming his entire arm, taking in his scent "Where is 
my son, you stupid bitch?" he said grinning. The Dragon walked 
backwards and raised its wing to reveal a small boy fast asleep 
within the coils of a very long tail. Shanok walked toward him 
running a hand over Xana ' s underside as he went, she let out a small 
relaxed chirp and went back to a resting position. Shanok leaned in 
and kissed the boy's head, then sat on a delicately embroidered quilt 
"Riuk?" He said unbuckling his axe belt and removing his harness. The 
boy, no older than seven or eight, stirred then raised his head 



sleepily "Father? w-why are we so early" Shanok looked at Riuk 
sternly "Why are you not speaking in the language of Westeros?" Riuk 
shook his head abruptly "Sorry Father, I forget to sometime because 
no one speak it me for long time" The King shook his head in 
disappointment "I suppose you are getting better with pronunciation 
if anything" . 

Shanok unsheathed a vicious looking throwing axe from his harness and 
began sharpening it. "Now Riuk.. do you know why we are here?" Riuk 
looked puzzled "Of course, so that I can be Flame bound" The sharp 
sound of flint meeting steel filled the room and Shanok grinned his 
teeth flashing in the fire glow "Do you know what that means though 
my son? Riuk turned and sat up on Xana's tail, facing the fire "I 
must offer my heart to the Lord of light... but what does that 
actually mean?". Suddenly Eskaar appeared, covered in a light dusting 
of snow and placing his mask neatly on a stalagmite "I can answer 
that nephew, being Flame Bound does indeed mean you must offer your 
heart to the Lord of light. You must do this by allowing you're flesh 
to become exposed to the Dragon's flame, a brief moment of pain and 
then you will never be harmed by Dragon fire again" "Wait you have to 
burn me?" Said Riuk hesitating. Shanok stood up, taking his newly 
sharpened axe with him, his tattooed face and torso shined and 
reflected with sweat in the orange light. "My son this is something 
all people of the clan need to do at your age, do not be a child and 
come here!" Rather surprised by his father's sternness Riuk obeyed, 
tripping a little on Xana's tail. "Father I..." 

Suddenly Shanok pressed the blade of the axe into the flesh of his 
palm, beads of blood started to appear then began to drip. He then 
held his bleeding hand over the fire. Eskaar then spoke "Our family 
are the rulers of the clan for a reason Nephew, you're fathers blood, 
our blood, holds a powerful rite of binding, that once it is cast 
into the dragons fire, the flesh given to the flame will then be 
cleansed and bound by the oath of our people. Tell me the Oath boy" 
Riuk watched the scarlet beads drip into the fire, noticing it giving 
out small hissing sounds "Dragons of our name. Dragons of our past" 
The flame's began to grow smaller and Riuk noticed slowly began to 
change colour, he continued "Lord of the brightest light, see my soul 
and cleanse me as one of my people" Eskaar smiled with the same 
toothy grin as his brother, and the small flames shone a vibrant red 
"Red as blood" Thought Riuk. 

Shanok put down the axe, resting it against the wall and held out his 
hand. "Riuk.. Trust me" Riuk ' s mouth suddenly became very dry and he 
tried to swallow. He clutched his fathers hand, and Shanok lead it 
toward the flames. "A brief moment of pain my son and you will be one 
with the people" Riuk ' s heart was beating very fast and he attempted 
to resist but Shanok ' s grip tightened. As Riuk and Shanok ' s hands met 
the Red flames, the pain exploded through Riuk ' s body making him cry 
out with agony and shock. Then it was over. Riuk glanced down at his 
hand which was now totally engulfed by the flames but no more seering 
pain. Shanok relinquished his grip on his son's hand and stood 
staring at him proudly. Finally Riuk removed his hand from the Red 
blaze and turned it around in amazement. "Well done nephew" said 
Eskaar clapping. Riuk hesitated quickly glancing at Xana who was 
still resting in the corner of the cave. "Is this why we brought Xana 
with us?" Asked Riuk looking back at his father who hugged him "Yes 
Riuk, any dragon's fire will be enough for this rite, but you did 
very well and faced you're fear even if it was with a little 
encouragement" he said winking and clipping him around the head 



playfully . "You will make a fine King one day Riuk" said Eskaar "You 
are now one of the people, one of the Drakon" . 


2 . Chapter 2 
**Chapter 2** 

**Blood and Water** 

**17 Years Later...** 

"It's the ugliest thing Ive ever seen" "Ive never seen one up close" 
"Never?" "No, not even a dead one" The Dothraki lay dead on the 
ground. Riuk stood over the body looking down at the long waist 
length hair, the dark face and open eyes staring upwards toward the 
sky. Riuk turned to Lala "What do you think killed him?" Lala raised 
her waterskin to her lips and drank heavily then spoke "I saw another 
Dothraki cut his throat" Riuk laughed and snatched the waterskin, the 
cool water soothing in the summer sun as he soaked his neck. "What 
the fuck is wrong with these animals? Do they not have any sense of 
law or order?" Lala snatched the waterskin back again and picked up 
the Dothraki Arakh lying a few inched away. 

"I remember your father saying something about the leader once" She 
said slashing at the long grass. "Khal Drogo?" Riuk said sitting down 
on a nearby rock and watching Lala swing her new sword. "That was it" 
she said "Apparently he has a new wife" Riuk smiled at her then 
brought his eyes down to waist. Lala wasn't the _most_ beautiful 
woman his age but Riuk could fully appreciate the beauty she did 
have. Lala continued unaware of Riuk ' s admiration "They say she is a 
white haired descendent of dragons" 

"You don't say" He said "And that her brother is a Westerosi King 
looking for an army" "Really.." "And that he... Hey my eyes are up 
here" She snapped catching him staring at her backside. Riuk throw up 
his hands in mock outrage "What! I just that second looked" Lala 
rolled her eyes and stuck the new weapon in her girdle, putting her 
hands on her hips "If you want to fuck, just say so" Riuk ' s smiling 
face faded and he looked away, down at the dead Dothraki. Lala looked 
around then spoke in Westerosi "Look what's wrong? We both like each 
other and we both want to fuck, so why don't we?" Riuk sighed 
uncomfortably, got up and leaned on the large rock opposite. He 
replied back in the same language "Look it's not that I don't want 
to, I just..." Lala approached him and rubbed his shoulders "I get 
it, believe me I do, but according to the law you don't have to be 
married to fuck" Ruik turned around to face her, noticing just how 
close she was "I know that!" he said coldly "It's just it's the 
ultimate form of trust and..." "What you don't trust me?" Lala 
interrupted "No! I mean Yes of course I do" Riuk stuttered. 

"But I am the future king and if people knew..." He sat back down and 
put his tattooed face in his hands. A small ripple of wind moved 
through the long grass creating a silvery wave "I just want to do the 
right thing" He eventually said. Lala looked up at the bright blue, 
cloudless sky then she walked over and straddled his lap to face him 
"No one has to know" She said "And who is to say this isn't the right 
thing?" Riuk swallowed, took one last look at the Dothraki, then gave 
himself over to his passions, suddenly kissing her. Taken slightly by 
surprised Lala broke the kiss and looked at him grinning. Then with 



one hand she reached down and unbuckled his own girdle while with the 
other caressing the back of his neck. Pleasure filled Riuk as primal 
urges started to overtake him. He picked her up and placed her on the 
large rock, no longer caring about anything or anyone else. Her 
muscular body was so curved and feminine, with tattoos of her 
adulthood showing across her bare waist. She was perfect and Riuk was 
totally lost in the purity of the bond. The pebbles under Riuk ' s 
rawhide boots cracked and scraped across the ground as he shifted 
position placing a hand on her breast, she gasped, arching her back 
in delight. Hearing her enjoying the passion just as much as he was, 
simply energised Riuk as more and more he gave himself up to her. She 
smiled coyly and looked up at him "I guess I win?" Riuk smiled back 
breathing deeply. "Guess You do..." but Riuk tailed off and stared 
ahead. A Dothraki, astride a powerful looking palomino horse was 
staring right back at them. "Lala..." said Riuk trying to catch his 
breath back "What?" she said, sounding disappointed that he seemed to 
have lost interest, then she saw the Dothraki too and quickly 
scrambled to her feet buckling her harness back up. The Dothraki 
dismounted the horse, and began walking slowly over to them, the 
grass seeming to fall away as he waded through it "Shit... I don't 
know how to speak Dothraki" said Riuk angrily "Fuck that!" whispered 
Lala "What about the dead one!" 

Riuk quickly shot a glace at the dead body laying a few feet away, 
partially covered by the waving grass. "I only know a little 
Dothraki, but I'm not fluent" muttered Lala who finished redressing 
herself and stood up straight. "Can you tell him we didn't do it?" 
Lala rolled her eyes and said "Do you really think he will believe 
us? Oh you mean the dead body? well... Do you think he would believe 
us?" The Dothraki stood before them, staring straight into Riuk ' s 
eyes. Lala then spoke what Riuk assumed was a greeting. The Dothraki 
turned his head to face her, his long hair swaying in the wind and 
said something back. "He wants to know where that Dothraki is... What 
should I tell him?" Said Lala nervously glaring at her feet "Tell 
him... To go fuck himself" Said Riuk cooly not taking his eyes away 
from the man standing in front of him. "for Fuck sake Riuk do you 
have a death wi . . . " "Lala! He wants to fight I can tell" "Riuk! all 
he did was see us fucking I'm sure he has seen it before". 

The Dothraki clearly not understanding what the argument was about 
looked from one to the other, finally his eyes rested on Riuk ' s and 
he smirked. Riuk ' s temper boiled over. Clenching his fist tight, he 
punched the Dothraki square in the nose. Feeling the flesh give a 
sickly lurch and gave a muffed crack. The Dothraki roared and fell 
backwards in surprise. Scrambling to his feet and drawing his Arakh 
it was then he looked, and saw the body. His eyes narrowed and his 
face contorted into a look of pure hatred he shouted something in his 
language and charged forward. Riuk prepared for the attack, drew his 
knife and took a defensive stance. The Dothraki blade came down but 
Riuk countered with ease, dodging and responding with a swift strike 
to the jaw. Again the Dothraki roared with murderous rage and lunged 
once more. Riuk repeated the same move, this time tackling the 
Dothraki into the small stream behind them. With a loud splash and 
silver droplets of water flying in all directions. Riuk broke away 
and adopted a defensive stance again. The Dothraki licked his lips 
and Riuk noticed a small stream of blood starting to form around his 
arm. He had been cut, though not to severely. "Riuk!" Shouted Lala 
speeding after them "Are you okay!" Just then the Dothraki took a 
quick slash at Riuk ' s blooded arm which he parried, the loud clang of 
steel on steel echoed all around. Riuk rolled to the side to avoid 



damage, crouching in a defensive stance with three limbs in the water 
and his knife raised high. "Kill him Riuk ! Kill him!" The words 
echoed inside Riuk ' s head and next thing he knew, with a throaty war 
cry was charging forward, knocking to Arakh out of the way with his 
free hand and plunging the knife deep into the Dothraki ' s neck. 

Both fighters fell into the stream in a last minute scramble. Riuk 
with his blade still embedded into the man's neck rolled away and 
watched the Dothraki clutch meekly at the hilt protruding from his 
throat, making bloody gurgling noises. Finally he lay very still his 
hands falling like fleshy weights, smacking into the water. Riuk lay 
in the shallow steam, panting hard he looked up at Lala who jumped 
down and ran across to him. "Riuk! what the fuck!" Why did you do 
that!" Riuk stared at her, panting "You., shouted. Kill him!" he then 
stared down at the thin body of clear water which suddenly turned a 
deep scarlet. "Shit what are we going to tell you're father?" Riuk ' s 
blood ran cold. "I don't fucking know!" Lala supported Riuk ' s head in 
her lap, the red water running past them like smoke. "It's one thing 
not telling him we fucked, but it's something else not telling him 
you killed a Dothraki! Ruik...He has to be told!" Ruik got slowly to 
his feet breathing in deeply. "Alright, all right" he said 
breathlessly. He splashed over and removed his knife from the 
Dothraki ' s neck, with a sickening squelching noise, a small fountain 
of blood erupted from the gaping hole cascading into the water and 
turning the water an even deeper shade of scarlet. "Talk about blood 
being thicker than water" He exclaimed. Both of them looked at each 
other, there was a short silence, then Riuk began to laugh quickly 
followed by Lala's. they laughed and laughed collapsing into each 
others arms in hysterics. "Shit that was too close!" said Riuk still 
laughing "Is that going to be . . . a thing now..." said Lala between 
breaths of laughter "Anyone catches us fucking we just kill them!" 
They both fell backwards into the water, still in fits of 
Laughter . 

"Why? Why has the Lord of light cursed me with such a reckless, 
impulsive, blasphemous idiot of a son!" Shanok stood with his back 
facing Riuk, with one hand resting upon the Throne of Embers. The 
other massaging his eyes "Father I..." Ruik began but Shanok spun 
round slamming his fist upon the throne with a loud bang, which 
echoed around the large stone hall. "Silence! you haven't just killed 
some fucking Dothraki, you killed the Khal Drogo ' s younger brother!" 
Riuk ' s heart skipped a beat. "B-but father, he was trespassing within 
our kingdom's borders! T-the right of defence states that..." "The 
right of defence only applies to armies you stupid boy! And if I 
recall you're tale correctly you attacked first! So I would hardly 
call that fucking defence! Damn you Riuk! Have you any idea how 
serious this is!". 

Lala stepped forward "It was my fault majesty, I told Riuk to kill 
him" Shanok held up a hand, silencing her immediately. The king 
walked slowly around and sat upon the throne his eyes dark and 
foreboding "Leave us!" he commanded loudly and the few guards as well 
as others in the hall departed out of the grand oak doorway. "You 
too, Lala" Lala bowed her head, turned and walked out of the room. 

The huge Oak doorway clunked loudly as it shut behind her, leaving 
only father and son staring at each other. "Father... I am sorry, I 
got earless and acted on pure emot ion ... Forgive me". Shanok closed 
his eyes then spoke, softer than before "Riuk, when I pass into the 
next world you will be king, you will make decisions that will effect 
all the Drakon people". Riuk looked up at the Ember throne. It was 



beautiful, the ornate rubies winking in the sun's low gaze from the 
skylight above "I know" He said quietly. "You cannot afford to be 
selfish with your actions, every decision you make will be for the 
many, always remember this" Riuk swallowed "What are we to do?" The 
king stood and slowly walked down the stone steps his huge. Ice bear 
skin cloak, falling onto each step. "You are lucky my son" said 
Shanok, walking past him and grabbing a golden cup, gulping down 
whatever liquid was inside "Drogo and his entire army are on the 
march" . Riuk who also took a drink, spluttered out the contents in 
horror "This is lucky for me!". Shanok looked at him and chuckled 
deeply "Yes because they do not march against us, the march for 
someone else" 

Riuk wiped his mouth and stared at his father "Who?" "That is exactly 
what our scouts in the Dothraki Sea have been finding out" Shanok 
continued "How much do you know of the name Targaryen?" Shanok faced 
Riuk, who shrugged and replied "The royal family of the West lands?" 
the golden cup still clutched in Shanok ' s powerful looking fist 
tightened "It seems the white haired young wife of Drogo, is one of 
the last remnants of their name. Her brother is trying to use his 
sister as payment to use the Khal ' s army to retake their throne in 
the west" Riuk looked puzzled "Why did they not come to us? We have a 
big enough army. Dragon rulers who do not seek out the Dragon 
People?" Shanok ignored him and carried on "The Khal is gone, and 
will no doubt be gone for a very long time. He will not hear about 
his brother's death for a while, but I instructed Eskaar to lead the 
scouting party to track their movements and keep us informed of 
everything" Shanok suddenly spun round and threw the cup across the 
hall which clattered loudly on the hard stone "You are lucky my son!" 
he repeated, only this time with venom "Circumstance saved your life 
today. Not I!". He turned and briskly strides to the huge oak doorway 
throwing them open, and vanishing into the small crowd of people who 
came streaming in. 

Riuk ' s heart sank as he listened to the growing hum of chatter 
building slowly up. "So How did it go?" said a quiet voice. It was 
Lala looking slightly sheepish as she moved toward him. Riuk sighed 
and mutter "Went fine, just fine" walking past her and leaving 
through the open door, without another word. 


3 . Chapter 3 

The screams of pain went through Eskaar ' s head like a hive of angry 
bees. Eskaar gazed in shock as the molten gold cascaded down the 
sides of the young mans face. "I've never seen such barbarity" said 
the scout behind Eskaar "Is this truly how the Dothraki are now?" 
said another "Quiet!" Eskaar snapped quickly as he continued looking 
from a small concealed niche. He watched, as the man fell like a rag 
doll to the floor looking straight at Eskaar. He shuddered and then 
lay very still, dead. Eskaar then directed his attention at who he 
assumed was the new Khaleesi. He long white blond hair and pale skin 
was indeed as beautiful as he had been told. Eskaar wiped his 
forehead then faced the two scouts. "Okay, the way I see it this 
could go one of two ways" the scouts tensed as they listened intently 
"The first" Eskaar continued "The Khal returns to Vaes Dothrak, as he 
and his army have no further need to venture to the west, if this is 
the case we are in trouble, our people are not prepared for this kind 
of barbaric nature and we must be prepared if they attack" one of the 
scouts spoke "Then I will journey back, tell our people of the 



danger" Eskaar crouched down and frowned in thought "the second is 
that the Khaleesi, might persuade Drogo to carry on with his 
skirmish" he said this more to himself rather than the scouts who 
crouched to his level wearing a puzzled expression. 

"So do we journey back home and warn the Drakon?" said the scout 
nearest Eskaar who grimaced in frustration turning back to Drogo 
"this is a difficult situation" he spoke gravely "If we wait until 
they leave, it may be too late to prepare the Drakon, if we go to 
warn the Drakon now it may be in vain" "Do we really want our people 
to be caught unaware?" said the other scout equally as grave standing 
and looking out to the Dothraki people beyond "Look at these filthy 
animals, fucking in view of everyone, killing people with molten 
gold!" he directed his attention back to Eskaar "My lord, we cannot 
let these savages back to Vaes Dothrak without preparing our people 
first for the brutality of what is coming back!" Eskaar stood to face 
the scout "You are right Bokuo, we must prepare our people. Run, 
quickly and may the lord of light bless each footstep" Bokuo bowed 
his head then instantly, he vanished into the dense thicket, leaving 
a small sandy dust cloud in his wake "As for you Killig, you remain 
here, if the Khal takes his army back then make with all haste back 
to our mountain, if he journeys west then keep with them until they 
reach the sea" Eskaar, his conscience now clear now knew he had to do 
"What of you, my lord" asked Killig "I am going to the west" Killig 
gasped "My lord you can't! our people need you, this was not part of 
our mission, besides there is a chance you.." "Listen to me!" Eskaar 
interrupted angrily "There must be a reason that that king wanted to 
take an army to the west, I am going to find out why" Killig looked 
perplexed but nodded respectfully "I will do as you say" he said 
"Good" Eskaar breathed in deeply then he too vanished into the wilds. 
The terrain was alien and Eskaar keep twisting his ankle and 
grimacing in pain. However Eskaar knew that he needed to see these 
lands of the west, if the Drakon were to get any kind of clarity on 
what was happening beyond the world of their mountain ranges he knew 
he needed to do this for the good of all. 

Riuk sat on the balcony overlooking his chambers, regarding the tiny 
specks of the Drakon people, hundreds of feet below him. The cool 
night air gently caressed and soothed the small sunburn on the back 
of his neck. There was a knock at the door. "Enter" he said loudly 
still not moving from his perch. "My lord? It was a woman voice and 
in turning, Riuk saw the dark tanned face of his betrothed Freya. 
"When I heard you had faced a Dothraki I was so afraid!" Riuk smiled 
at her tenderness and climbed off of his balcony "I am fine" he 
smiled and began walking toward her. She was quite beautiful, with 
bright red tattoos of her clan, going down the left side of her face 
and spiralling down and around her bare back Riuk hadn't yet seen her 
whole body, but was sure she had more under her clothes. He was 
within kissing distance but she stopped him with a hand on his chest. 
Her light brown eyes searching his own and she frowned "What is it?" 
Riuk asked "What is it?" she repeated sarcastically "My betrothed 
fucks some hunter born bitch and that same, betrothed, asks me what 
is it ! " 

Riuk ' s heart sank "You know it wasn't love" he said looking into her 
face. She walked away turning her back on him and Riuk noticed an 
additional tattoo on the back of her neck "I think it matters little 
whether it was with love or without!" she snapped "I have known Lala 
since we were children, we grew up together, we played together and 
we both learned to speak Westerosi together" Freya spun round and 



folded her arms "and Im not good enough is the it! I can't speak 
Westerosi . . . I can't hunt or fight or do anything she can!" "That 
isn't true at all and you know it!" said Riuk hotly "for fuck sake 
Freya I survived a Dothraki today!" As he continued Riuk noticed 
tears in Freya 's eyes. A feeling of guilt came into the pit of his 
stomach "I'm sorry Freya" he said walking over to his bedside and 
leaning on the stone basin "We have just known each other a long time 
and we trust each other" He looked at her ashamed, it obviously 
showed on his face because her expression lightened and became 
softer. She sighed deeply and a tear rolled down her cheek "When your 
father and mine matched us last year, I was so happy" she said, going 
over to him and giving a small smile, tears still clinging to her 
lashes "Riuk.. He with blue eyes, heir to the Ember Throne and Freya 
the accident daughter of Warlord Hydra" Riuk reached out and held her 
hand . 

"Did he tell you that?" he asked, shocked. Freya 's smile seemed to 
brighten as Riuk ' s hand touched hers, but she sighed looking down at 
her feet "Twice ... Both times in anger but I think he is right" Riuk 
sat on his bed and Freya followed, her hand still grasping to his. 
"that's not right" said Riuk frowning. "It is nothing" said Freya 
quickly "He was much stricter to my sisters, because., well because I 
suppose he didn't have the son he wanted" Riuk let go of her hand and 
looked at the dragon shaped tattoo's on the back of his arms "My 
father always said the female dragon was more valued, they are bigger 
more powerful, but more than that they have a fierce passion for 
their children and their family... the father dragon does not, and 
doesn't usually care" he looked up into Freya 's eyes "maybe the 
dragon people are too much like the dragons?" Freya stood up, filling 
a silver goblet of water then smiling girlishly "What would you like? 
I mean when we have children of our own" Riuk hesitated and tried to 
not look as taken aback as he felt "I haven't really thought about 
it". 

Freya drank and then beamed at him "I'd like a daughter. A daughter 
with eyes as blue as yours" Riuk rolled his eyes and smiled "Everyone 
wants my eyes!" he said "Riuk, your name means literally, blue eyed 
one, and its because you are the only Drakon that lives, to have eyes 
of blue" Still beaming and flashing her white teeth she excitedly sat 
back down next to him, gripping his arm tight "I just thought. When 
you are king and sitting on the Throne of Embers? What will I be? 

Will I be a queen or something else?" Riuk shrugged "I don't know, my 
mother died just after my Father was crowned, I didn't know her 
title" "Well I don't think I would mind either wa . . " As Freya spoke, 
suddenly there was a loud explosion that erupted from outside. Both 
of them stared out in shock at Riuk ' s balcony and they ran out 
hurriedly, looking down at the specs below. Riuk could hear shouting 
and clattering of weapons, then the door banged loudly and voice 
called "You're highness you are needed down at the entrance of the 
mountain, it is your hunter born friend!" "Lala!" he exclaimed. He 
looked at Freya, she gripping a pillar in fear "stay here, don't 
worry ill be back soon!" he said and threw open the door rushing 
out . 

The entrance of the mountain. Huge, majestic and powerful. With doors 
strong enough to withstand even the biggest armies. As the Drakon 
moved aside for Riuk and a few warriors who began tailing him. Riuk 
saw what had caused the explosion. A Dothraki standing atop a wagon 
of what used to be oil. Shouting something in Dothraki at the Drakon 
people and to Shanok who stood alone in the middle of a half circle 



of people around the destroyed wagon. The Dothraki had obviously 
attempted to blow up the entrance by lighting a wagon of oil, but the 
mighty door looked almost completely the same. Riuk then caught sight 
of something that made his heart turn to ice. It was Lala, The 
Dothraki had knife at her throat with one hand and her short hair 
clasped tightly in the other. There was now no sound except the 
Dothraki ' s shouting in his language Riuk could not understand. Then 
the man stopped gazing at the king. Riuk noticed behind Shanok was 
Lala's father, Azan, a huge man, his face contorted in a look of pure 
hatred wishing for the opportunity to get his big powerful fists 
around the Dothraki ' s throat. There was then a long Silence. Everyone 
seemed to hold there breath. Riuk then stepped forward from the crowd 
into the clearing. Both the Dothraki and Lala's looked at him. Lala's 
face beamed "Riuk, you took your time!" she shouted in Westerosi "I 
guess this is about earlier?" he asked trying to sound more confident 
that he felt "Silence Riuk!" Shouted Shanok also saying the word in 
Westerosi, he then began to speak in Dothraki to the man and after a 
few word exchanges Shanok looked at Riuk and asked again in Westerosi 
"The dead body you originally found? What do you know of this?" 
"Killed by another of his own kind" Riuk began but Lala spoke up "I 
killed him" . 

Riuk simply looked at her, betrayed "It.. It's not true" he said 
stuttering in shock Lala grimaced as the Dothraki yanked her hair 
back. She continued regardless "I'm sorry Riuk... it is, I only wanted 
the basterds sword. He wouldn't trade me so I killed him". Riuk began 
to talk back again but Shanok silenced him with a hand. Once again 
everyone held their breath. Waiting. Riuk ' s face began to change into 
a look of anger and he glared at the Dothraki. The Dothraki however 
stared back at Riuk then back to Lala. Finally he gave a small smirk 
at Riuk, then slit her throat. Time seemed to slow down, Azan's mouth 
slowly stretched into a vicious war cry and charged forward, the 
people around slowly began screaming and covering their faces, Shanok 
drawing his axe. Riuk just stared. Stared at Lala's now lifeless body 
tumble off the blackened cart and land on the stone ground beneath. 
The only sound Riuk could hear was the sound of his own breathing. 

His knees buckled and he slumped down, his friend, his hunting 
partner and his first real love. Now lay very still a small pool of 
blood forming around her head as she continued to lay face down and 
lifeless on the path. Finally Riuk looked round at the Dothraki who 
was now being tackled to the ground by Azan, repeatedly stabbing the 
Dothraki ' s chest and neck with a fierce looking knife, yelling out 
his grief at loosing his only daughter. Droplets of blood flying 
everywhere. Two guards behind Riuk put a hands under his arms and 
dragged him effortlessly backwards away from the commotion. The last 
thing Riuk saw before the entrance of the mountain was sealed, was 
his father's face, his beard blowing gently in the wind and his face 
tattoo's glowing in the light of the embers from the destroyed wagon. 
He looked into Riuk ' s eyes and unspoken words sounded in his head. 

The words made tears stream down his face, and he abandoned himself 
to dark despair as the door closed shut with a mighty, metallic 
clunck . 


End 
f ile . 



